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the amazing strength of British order. But the natives did not
mind this show of power: they liked "King Piccin", as they
called him, and at night, when he slept in Christianborg
Castle, they dozed over their refreshments and recalled the
unhappy days when their grandfathers were herded into the
castle to be sold as slaves; and they gave thanks for the free-
dom they enjoyed under British protection.
Through a fortunate accident, the natives discovered that
the Prince shared their sense of humour. When so many of
them climbed a tree that it broke and scattered them on the
ground, the natives laughed and the Prince laughed with
them. From that moment their friendship was secure: all
that they felt was written into an ode by the Gold Coast
Court poet:
Best gratitudes to the King,
And to your mother, the Queen,
Gratitudes to House of Lords,
To Governor of Best sorts,
Who all good provided
That the Prince here guided.
He is the real Prince of Wales,
Born in the diamond Palace,
Dear son of King George the Fifth,
But he oft the palace leaves,
Wanders in dominions,
To know himself Nations.
The dusky loyalists were required to sing their ode to
the melody of Sankey's "Jesu, Lover of my soul."
From the Gold Coast the Prince went to Nigeria for the
great Durbar on the Kano Plain. Twenty thousand horse-
men rode before him, mile upon mile, in the greatest display
of horsemanship ever held in the world. There were chief-
tains, their calm, dark faces shaded beneath gay umbrellas,
with dancers and jesters prancing at their heels. Their ap-
proach was heralded by trumpets twelve feet long. The horse-
men, stretching from horizon to horizon, had come from the